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about the time worry over such small matters as that, and there
was none on our steam-boat. For thirty-nine hours we lay
alongside the bank, while a noisy little river-boat plied up and
down, creating by the activity of her paddle-wheels a new channel
in the shallow river. And when all was ready we steamed slowly
up stream and except for an occasional bump upon the sandy
bottom and a few delays while our sailors in small boats sounded
the channel ahead with bamboo poles, we passed safely through
the shallows.
Then the weather grew cold. It was early February and we
were now far from the influences of warm seas. A fresh wind
blew, bringing clouds and sand and dust and blotting out the
view.
Toward the evening of a foggy day we reached Gauhati,
where a ferry boat takes the rolling stock of the railway across
the Brahmaputra, There are settlements on both sides of the
river which is at this spot about half a mile wide. On the
southern bank a high wooded hill overhangs the stream on which
is situated a once celebrated Hindu Temple, still an object of
pilgrimage, though it has lost much of its popularity by the
suppression of the girl dancers, the votaries of Kamakhya, the
Hindu Venus, to whom the fane is dedicated. The orgies which
formerly took place at this spot rendered it much frequented, but
official intervention and the dismissal of these temple dancers
have brought it to less prosperous days*
Above Gauhati the scenery again changes. The Tamarisk
bushes of the river banks are replaced by tall, coarse elephant
grass. To the south the northern heights of the Assam Hills
came into view and the course of the river is no longer north and
south but east and west. The water traffic is less, for Bengal
with its teeming population is left far behind and we are in the
valley of Assam, Vast flocks of pelicans—pink and white—fly
over the water, alighting in their hundreds on the sand banks.
The last two or three days of the voyage were made in fog
and cold and it was only once, and then only for a few minutes,
that the clouds lifted and the great snow peaks of the Himalaya
towering above the rugged mountains or Bhutan and Bali para,
were visible—& long line of splendid crests, dazzling white
against a dark sky, sixty miles away, across the Thibetan frontier.
The river itself has few attractions in these districts, for it is
broken up into many channels by low islands, and it is seldom
that the steamer approaches the line of villages that stand along

